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Our stories, our selves 


confess there are times I’m not especially fond of the trans com- 

munity. Nothing can get me quite so riled up as a sexist transves- 
tite or a supercilious transsexual who believes that simply being 
transsexual makes her a superior being. The fact that these two 
creatures are still so prevalent in the community, at times even in 
leadership roles, reminds me of how small we can be and how far we 
have to go. 

But before I despair too much, there are always other trans 
people that come along and perk me up. The beauty of publishing 
Triple Echo is that I get to meet many of them, some in person, others 
only in books. These are people I admire and respect, and who make 
me proud to be trans. 

In this issue, we get to meet three of them. Not only are they 
all vastly different from one another, they’re not even from the same 
period in history. What they share is a zest for living, a desire to 
embrace life in a positive manner despite the many setbacks put in 
their way. They’re builders, not destroyers. 

This spring I had a chance to get reacquainted with Micheline 
Montreuil, who is currently battling Quebec’s Registrar of Civil 
Status for her name. This apparently uncomplicated process has 
turned into a battle of epic proportions. Quite simply, the Registrar 
has drawn a line in the sand in defence of the gender system and 
Micheline is having none of it. Her story is on page nine. 

Then I got reacquainted with Ed Wood, Jr., the writer and 
director of some of the worst films of all time. There are many people 
who like to think of Ed Wood as a buffoon, in part for his less than 
impressive film credentials and in part because he was a transvestite. 
But I love Ed Wood! He was brave, enthusiastic, generous and 
creative (albeit in his own highly peculiar way). 

The third trans person I met over the course of putting to- 
gether this issue was the amazing Joe Carstairs. I was shuffling 
around Chapters looking for an interesting book of some sort when I 
came upon a small biography of a manly woman who ended up 
buying an island in the West Indies so she could live her life as she 
pleased. The more I read about Joe, the more she affected me. Joe 
died in 1993 at age 93, and by the time I finished her biography, I felt 
such immense regret that, as far as I’m aware, no trans person had 
ever gone to talk to her. I’m grateful that her story was told, but there 
was so much more from a trans perspective that was lost. 

We can’t afford to lose these stories. They are important in 
ways we cannot imagine. J want to learn from people who are 
transgressively gendered and I can’t do that without hearing their 
stories. I don’t care if they're transvestite or transsexual, female to 
male or male to female. They’re all us in some way. If we can’t see 
that, then we’re doomed to the kind of small mindedness that has 


shackled us for far too long. 


Teddy Michaels 
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Folk Tales 


Stranded! 


Folk Tales celebrate the uniqueness of trans lives by telling the types of stories only trans 
people could experience. This issue's story is told in two parts. 


By Teddy Michaels 


A. Aany years ago, my friend Rachel’s housing 

LV Isituation took a turn for the worse and she 
found herself sharing a run down house in a run 
down brick row on Lyon Street in downtown Ottawa. 
The building was a good candidate for demolition 
when Rachel was living there, and indeed the wreck- 
ers moved in shortly after Rachel moved out. 

This sort of place always assumes a kind of 
drop in atmosphere which can be either fun or 
tiresome depending on the quality of people drop- 
ping in. Although strangers were visiting frequently, 
Rachel bravely maintained her right to dress as she 
pleased and though at times it was a tough crowd, 
I’m not sure that their reaction to her was any worse 
than what she could have expected from “respect- 
able” company. 

I wasn’t as comfortable coming by in my skirts 
as I had been at Rachel’s previous place, but I still 
dropped in from time to time. Sometimes I’d meet 
new, interesting and sympathetic people and would 
go home thinking, “That was fun.” Other times... 

One evening as I came up the sidewalk I could 
hear music and loud voices coming through the 
living room window. When I walked into the living 
room (knocking on the door was optional), Isaw a 
large number of people with beers in their hand and 
a loud bear of a man called Bill holding centre stage. 
Bill was a childhood friend of Rachel’s about whom 
I’d heard many stories, but who, for reasons I can’t 
remember, had not been seen from for many years. 
The stories about Bill suggested to me that he wasn't 
my kind of guy, but Rachel assured me that he wasn’t 
as bad as he sounded. 

My first impressions weren't good. It seemed 
to me that Bill needed to be the centre of attention. I 
heard him tell many more stories and all of them 
were about himself. He gave the impression of being 
out for a good time and that he thought transvestism 
was different, but hey, who gives a crap. Personally, I 
couldn't shake the feeling he was patronizing me. 

I stayed for awhile and gradually as the beer 
got scarcer, so did the people. Bill was making plans 
to go across the river to pick up more in Quebec and 


was encouraging those left to come along with him. 
Rachel was up for the adventure and was encourag- 
ing me to come along also. I knew that her previous 
friendship with Bill left her disposed to being charita- 
ble toward him, but I couldn’t see how this trip 
would be anything but a disaster. 

Out on the street, I talked with Rachel as Bill 
brought his AMC Ambassador around to pick every- 
one up. I think I may have suggested to her that this 
wasn't a good idea, but when Bill laid a strip of 
rubber on the pavement and came to a screeching 
halt in front of the house I looked at her again, 
convinced she had finally seen the point. Instead, she 
gracefully gathered up her skirt and got into the back 
seat with two men. As the Ambassador pulled away 
from the curb, I saw her turn to wave goodbye. 

“A lamb for the slaughter,” I thought. “A lamb for 
the slaughter.” 


By Rachel Steen 


TThen we ran out of booze and it was a Sunday 
night. So someone said, “Let’s go over to Hull 
and get some more!” 

I don’t remember exactly what I was wearing, 
but needless to say it was a satin blouse of some sort 
and (I hope) a matching skirt. Teddy, looking at a car 
load of dubious characters, said no, I don’t think I 
want to go, and I must say I wished I was looking at 
the whole situation like she was. Anyway, I agreed 
and got into the back seat of the car, dressed to the 
nines, with this group of alleged straights. So we 
roared off into .he night, me looking back at Teddy 
standing on the sidewalk, watching me disappear 
into limbo. 

On the way, good old Bill says, “Why don’t we 
stop off in the market on the way over and have a 
beer?” 

Everyone in the car said, “Oh, yeah. Right on!” 
and off we went to the Byward Market. 

I said, “I can’t go in that place!” (It was a real 
red-neck bar.) So the boys say, “Oh, well, we'll just go 
in for a beer and be right out.” 
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“Oh, okay,” I said. “Don’t be long.” 

So I sat there stranded in the car for about one 
and a half hours getting colder by the minute, 
before I finally decided to screw the whole thing. I 
got out and walked off in these white three inch 
heels (which I still have). It was just before winter 
and all I had on was a velvet purple long coat. 
Someone wolf whistled at me and I, inno mood for 
sarcasm or any other form of humour, told him to 
‘fuck off' and gave him the finger. As I’m trudging 
through the Byward Market, dressed in velvet and 
satin and not able to pass if my life depended on it, 
the desire to be somewhere else was very strong. 

I finally came to a phone booth and called a 


‘Dah-lings, Triple Echo is so afford- 
able! For the price of two pairs of 
cheap pantyhose, and | never buy 
cheap pantyhose, you get four issues 
of real stories about real trans people, 
past and present. It's changed my life." 


“Cut! Once more, Ramona, but this 
time could we have a little more feel- 
ing?" 


‘It's this script! How can | work with this 
script? For the price of two pairs of 
cheap pantyhose’. Honest to God!” 


“Ramona, please..." 


‘Dah-lings, Triple Echo is so afford- 
able...” 


Ramona will be so-o-o disappointed. Triple 
Echo is going up in price. But not before we 
give you one last chance to subscribe for the 
current rate of a meagre $10 per year for four 
issues. All subscriptions received before 
September will be honoured at our current 
rate. This offer will also be extended to all 
current subscribers at renewal. In September, 
the price will rise to $15. Still affordable, but 
not quite so cheap. Sorry Ramona. (Please 
make cheques payable to Sappers Bridge 
Publishing.) 


cab. I was feeling quite vulnerable standing and 
waiting to be taken out of there, but I didn’t have to 
wait too long. The cabbie took me home, but all my 
money was in the house so I had to leave my beauti- 
ful coat (a gift from a friend) in the cab while I went 
upstairs and got the money. 

I paid him and he honked twice in a friendly 
way, and I know it wasn’t because of the tip. 

PS. Teddy said I told you so! 


Send us your Folk Tales! Triple Echo will pay $15 if your 
story is published. Maximum suggested length is 1000 
words. 
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TELEVISION 


Exposure, exposure, exposure! 
Everytime I turn around there are 
more trans people (or actors 
playing trans people) on televi- 
sion. Most of them are still in 
sitcoms - the old trans person as 
clown routine - but there's also an 
underlying level of acceptance 
there if you can get past the jokes. 
The attitude is "we may not like it 
but I guess they're here to stay so 
we may as well tolerate it.” One 
could wish for more, but it's one 
of those necessary steps to work 
through before we get to where 
we want to be. 

In the season finale of 
Friends we were introduced to 
Chandler's parents. His mother, 
played by Morgan Fairchild, is a 
floozy and his father is now living 
as a woman. The father was 
reasonably believable, played by a 
woman with a slightly stocky 
frame and husky voice. (Most 
sitcoms like to use drop dead 
gorgeous women to represent 
their transwomen so they can trot" 
out the tired hero- getting-at- 
tracted-to-the-transsexual joke.) 

There was a better trans 
sub plot in a recent episode of 
Judging Amy because it dared to 
venture into the issue of trans 
youth. Amy Brenneman plays the 
title role of a judge who hears the 
case of an eight year old boy who 
wants to be a girl. In the end, 
normalcy is restored when wise 
Amy rules that the trans girl 
should continue therapy and 
should pretend to be a boy at 
school. The good part is that she 
does acknowledge the trans girl is 
"pretending" to be a boy, and she 
also rules that outside of school 
hours she can be a girl. It's a 
surprisingly liberal decision for 
television. 


PERIODICALS 


Still not convinced that trans 
issues are becoming more main- 
stream? Check out the May 12th 
issue (No. 2290) of the respected 
English science magazine New 
Scientist. Their cover story is titled 
Gender: Why two sexes are not 
enough. The 19 page feature, 
which covers trans, intersex, gay 
and lesbian, and so called normal 
male and female identities. 
effectively summarizes the 
problem with reducing the entire 
human race into the categories of 
man and woman. "...what exactly 
do we mean by gender? What's 
clear is that the body you are born 
with is just a start. It doesn't make 
you male or female and it doesn't 
constrain your gender. Sexual 
development is multilevel and 
multidimensional. Just as the 
womanising red-blooded male 
and domestic husband-hunting 
female are oversimplistic, so too 
are our entire notions of what 
makes a man or a woman. Nature 
is more imaginative than that." 


teed wanes are cor ery 


_ GENDER 


Rapio 


Trans people on community radio! 
Here are two radio programs to 
tune into while you're surfing the 
net. 

Joanne Law hosts a pro- 
gram on trans, gay, lesbian and 
bisexual issues called Joanne's 
Closet. Tune in Wednesdays at 
6:30 Eastern Standard Time on 
CKCU Radio Carleton. Web 
address www.ckcu.com. If tuning 
in from the Ottawa area, set your 
dial to 93.1 FM. 

Meanwhile in Quebec City, 
Micheline Montreuil spins some 
lovely French tunes every Satur- 
day morning at 9:00 Eastern 
Standard Time. Web address 
www.meduse.org/ckiafm or if 
you're in Quebec City, 96.1 FM. 


INTERNET 


It's here! Triple Echo has finally got 
its web site up and running. Select 
ariicles from back issues are now 

accessible at www.tripleecho.com. 
We'll be adding more to the site as 
we go along so keep visiting. 


In THE News 


The election of a lesbian as prom 
king at Ferndale High School in 
the small town of Ferndale, 
Washington has prompted a 
change in school policy. Future 
prom kings must now be boys 
and future prom queens must be 
girls. While the prom queen, 
whose boyfriend was runner up 
for prom king, took the election of 
Krystal Bennett in stride, the 
parents weren't so forgiving. 
“These types of things ultimately 
will lead to chaos,” said parent 
Tina Mauler. 
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Trans History 


July 1970 


"Girls will be boys and boys will be girls, it's a mixed 
up, muddled up, shook up world..." So sings the 
narrator of an interesting little song about a girl 
called Lola. Yes, it was 31 years ago that the Kinks 
released in North America what was to become one 
of their biggest hits. So where did the idea for Lola 
come from? Ray Davies took his inspiration from an 
incident at a club in which a friend of his had been 
dancing and getting along extremely well with a 
certain woman. When they left the club at six in the 
morning, the woman's stubble was beginning to 
show, but by that time his friend had drank so much 
that he didn’t especially care. Davies has always 
maintained that Lola is a love song. 

The Kinks were to explore the trans life again 
with the 1978 release of their album Misfits. Misfits is 
ostensibly about a variety of social outcasts but in 
reality it is about the Kinks themselves. The sole trans 
tune on the album is called Out of the Wardrobe, a 
remarkably astute and sympathetic portrayal of 
transvestism: 


Well he married Betty Lou back in ‘65, when you had to be 
butch to survive / But lately he's been looking at his wife 
with mixed emotions / You see, he’s not a commonplace 
closet queen / He shouldn't be hidden, he should be seen / 
‘cos when he puts on that dress / He looks like a princess 


Out of the Wardrobe has none of the verve of Lola, a 
song which ensured the Kinks a place in the Rock and 
Roll Hall of Fame. To put things in historical perspec- 
tive, Lola was released just three years after homo- 
sexuality had been legalized in the UK. 


They like us! They really, 
really like us! 


..although if you count advertisers 
as your friends, you may be in 
trouble. Still, these kinds of ads 
ultimately render gender transgres- 
sion as less than shocking. This 
advertisement from the local 
pennysaver announcing a change in 
publishing schedule joins recent ads 
from Microsoft, Degree deodorant 
and Zellers, among others, that use 
crossdressing to attract attention. 


August 1840 


Richard Freiherr von Krafft-Ebing born Mannheim, 
Germany. Educated in Germany and Switzerland, 
Krafft-Ebing was appointed professor of psychiatry 
at Strasbourg at the age of 32. One of several pioneer- 
ing sexologists in the late 19th century, Krafft-Ebing 
published his major work Psychopathia Sexualis in 
1887. 

Compared to his contemporaries Havelock 
Ellis and Magnus Hirschfeld, Krafft-Ebing was not 
an especially sympathetic sex researcher. He believed 
the primary purpose of sex was reproduction. Conse- 
quently, all other activities without that ultimate 
purpose were "unnatural practices”. 

Psychopathia Sexualis went through many 
editions and was for a time the most widely con- 
sulted medical work on sex practices. Each subse- 
quent edition included more case histories and 
documented new "perversions". 

Krafft-Ebing's research into crossdressing was 
more in the fetishistic area, in which single items of 
female apparel caused sexual arousal. Case 106, a 
young butcher, seems like it could be the story ofa 
heterosexual transvestite. "When arrested he wore 
underneath his overcoat a bodice, a corset, a vest, a 
jacket, a collar, and a chemise, also fine stockings and 
garters. Since he was eleven he was troubled by the 
desire to wear a chemise of his elder sister...” 

Krafft-Ebing's work has been called morally 
repugnant and serving the interests of psychology. 
He was portrayed in a more sympathetic light ina 
recent book by Harry Oosterhuis called Stepchildren of 
Nature: Krafft-Ebing, Psychiatry and the Making of 

Sexual Identity. 


Important 
changes. 


nothing this 
Crash. 
Baring vure Oh, QOH! te Coane Pereysaver el on oyyird oe 
Friday evenan}i ates than Surcay ingmegs “fie teen rewt int, 
(ques tom 0.4 TEadErS 10H I> paper om SN And an aro mActG 


Tose raquens fie belts wil be opcat fy or Cttaaa mois ird 
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Cover Story 


Micheline 
vs. 
The Dictator 


In November of 1997, Micheline Montreuil decided it was time she had 

the name everyone knew her by legally recognized. What was expected 

to be a simple name change has developed into a protracted legal battle 
with Quebec's Directeur de I’ état civil. 


By Teddy Michaels 


‘¥ am in Micheline Montreuil’s spacious home office 
and she is showing me the stacks of 8 % by 11 inch 
paper piled neatly under her computer printer 

table. It is a staggering volume of documents for what 

was expected to be a simple name change. In Novem- 
ber 1997 she thought it was time she had the name 
she had been using for many years legally recog- 

nized. What has followed from that decision is a 

bitter, protracted and ongoing battle with Guy 

Lavigne, Quebec’s Directeur de |’état civil (Registrar 

of Civil Status). 

“If someone had told me when I started...” she 
says, and leaves the thought unfinished. At the 
beginning it didn’t seem like it would be a big deal, 
but after consuming three and a half years of her life, 
it has become a very big deal indeed. 

The Quebec government has maintained that it 
is traditional in Quebec society for a person to be 
associated with just one gender and for Micheline to 
adopt her name legally - it is difficult to call ita name 
change when everyone knows her as Micheline - she 
would have to have sex reassignment surgery. 

Quebec is a distinct society in Canada in more 
ways than just language. Quebec's civil code has 
always regulated the types of names parents can give 
their children. Nevertheless, it is hard to believe that 


most Québecois would think the money spent by 
their government on this overzealous defence of the 
gender system is money well spent. Had she not 
been a lawyer herself and able to take on her own 
case, Micheline estimates the legal fees alone up to 
this point would have cost her $100,000. This is a 
battle that few other transgendered people would be 
able to undertake. 

Micheline Montreuil lives in Charlesbourg, a 
suburb of Quebec City, in a modern home built 
in the traditional Quebec style, with a steeply 
pitched roof and dormer windows. I’ve come here to 
become reacquainted with a woman I first met many 
years earlier at one of Joanne Law’s famous Gatineau 
Hills barbecues. We only dimly recall meeting each 
other and it is much later, when I am almost ready to 
leave and we are going through old photographs, 
that we find solid evidence that we did. 

It was through her e-mails, sent to the Gender 
Mosaic listserv, that I'd been keeping up with her 
battle with “the dictator”, her name for the Directeur 
de !’état civil. Regardless of the ups and downs of 
her battle, her e-mails always had a tone of determi- 
nation and optimism, and even at times a relish for 
the fight. 

On this day, however, she seems weary. She 
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offers me a beer and asks if I want a glass, but in the 
confusion over locating a bottle opener forgets to give 
me one. Never mind; it’s not important. That after- 
noon her classes at Université Laval, where she is 
taking a PhD in Law, ran longer than usual and she is 
plainly tired of this battle that she nevertheless 
knows she must finish. 

You take on these things for a simple reason 
and they take over your life. When her action to have 
her name legally accepted became public knowledge, 
she was fired from her job teaching law at College 
Frangois-Xavier-Garneau. She filed a grievance and 
this case too is ongoing. Last August she won the 
right to appeal to the Court of Appeal and the hear- 
ing will be scheduled for some time around February 
or March 2002. 

All this has made Micheline well known in 
Quebec. Hers is the kind of story that the press loves. 
I ask her what her relationship with journalists has 
been like and if they’ve been fair. She tells me they've 
been fine. 

“I make their job easy for them. I give them all 
the information they ask for. The dictator doesn’t like 
talking to them.” 

“Dictators never do,” I say. 

In the middle of our conversation, she excuses 
herself to make a phone call. After a moment or so, 
she calls me to the phone, and leaves me to talk to her 
girlfriend Michéle. I had exchanged e-mails with 
Michéle prior to coming to Quebec City and so felt as 
if I knew her somewhat already. She is a lawyer also 


and an author, and we have an interesting and 
eclectic conversation for about 20 minutes while 
Micheline occupies herself with matters in her 
office. I am still talking when Micheline returns, but 
eventually I hand her the phone and marvel to 
myself at how easy a conversation that was. While 
Micheline is talking, I look around the sitting room 
and notice a photo on the television set. It is of 
Micheline and an attractive, smiling, dark haired 
woman wearing dark rimmed glasses. I make the 
obvious assumption and indeed Micheline confirms 
later that this is Michéle. 

Several weeks later I watch Sexe et Confidences 
on the TQS television network. An interview and 
phone in show hosted by sexologist Louise-Andrée 
Saulnier, her guests are Michele and Micheline and 
the theme of the program is Loving Someone Very 
Different. 1 am impressed with how relaxed both of 
them are in front of the camera. By show’s end, they 
have clearly won over the ebullient Ms Saulnier. 

Michéle’s support is all the more invaluable as 
there is no significant trans community in Quebec 
City to back Micheline up. She knows a few trans- 
sexuals and transvestites living in the area, but even 
if the community were larger it is doubtful that her 
life would be any simpler. The battle for her name 
has made hers a very public life. There is no hiding 
from the publicity. 

Ihad read her brief autobiography on her web 
site written over a year ago and asked if she still felt 
like she were holding onto the rudder of a demasted 


10 


Triple Echo June - August 2001 


“If someone had told me when |! started...” she says, and 
leaves the thought unfinished. At the beginning it didn’t seem 
like it would be a big deal, but after consuming three and a 
half years of her life, it has become a very big deal indeed. 


sailboat in 30 metre waves. She remembers the 
reference and admits the situation hasn’t changed 
very much. The pursuit of justice takes its toll. “I 
don’t plan beyond next month,” she says. 

So was the pursuit of her name worth the 
uncertainty, hassles and notoriety of a very public 
transgendered life? The question is pointless. I detect 
some regret in her voice when she considers how her 
life has changed, nevertheless there is no talk of 
walking away. The dictator is wrong. “I cannot give 


up.” 

I’m struck again by the ways in which fate 
chooses our destiny and how the people who are best 
suited for the job at hand inevitably end up in the 
position, regardless of whether they want it or not. I 
get this odd feeling that of course she cannot give up 
because this is one of those things in her life she is 
destined to do. 

Although she may feel a lack of control over 
her situation, she nevertheless does not give the 
appearance that she does not know where she is 
going. She was elected president of the association of 
students taking law at the masters and doctorate 
level at Université Laval, is a member of the board of 
EGALE (which added trans people to their gay, 
lesbian and bisexual equality mandate), and contin- 
ues to pursue an interest in radio by hosting her own 
show on CKIA FM 96.1, a community station in 
Quebec City. 

Her radio show features French songs and 
commentary and is on the air each Saturday morning 
from 9 to 11 am, which conveniently happens to be 
the day after my visit with her. I tune in for half an 
hour next morning and though I don’t always under- 
stand the lyrics, the music suits my Saturday morn- 
ing mood. It sets me to thinking about the song she 
told me about the day before, one of her favourites, 
whose lyrics tell of how the first person to tell the 
truth always gets killed. In these early days of trans 
liberation, it’s an appropriate reminder that things 
aren't always easy, no matter how strongly you 
believe in the justice of your cause. 

When we exchange e-mails several days after I 
return home, she admits that on the day I visited she 
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was tired. But a month later, I get another e-mail, this 
one announcing that Micheline has put her name in 
as a possible candidate for city council in the Quebec 
City municipal elections slated for November. As of 
this writing, she is not yet officially confirmed as a 
candidate, but she tells me that her decision to run 
was greeted positively. 

I can’t help smiling. Whatever frustration she 
was feeling when I visited seems to have passed. 

The battle has resumed. 


The Erotica of 
My People 


Social scientists have discovered that trans fantasy fiction is 
erotica written to formula. Yeah, so what's your point? 


By Alison Terry 


as long as there have been repressed trans 

people. What could be more natural than to 
create your own dream world when the reality you 
are stuck with is so far from the one you want and 
believe you should be living? 

Perhaps this is the reason I never considered it 
“pornography” and was offended when I read 
psychologist Robert Stoller call it that. I have never 
had a high opinion of Robert Stoller, but I admit I was 
naive. Of course it’s pornography, or erotica if we 
want to use the more demure word. What I objected 
to was Stoller’s reductionist view of it. I resented that 
in his study of trans fantasy fiction, the results of 
which which he reported in a paper in the Archives of 
General Psychiatry in 1970, he tried to find some 
universal! psychosexual truth for transvestism. 
According to Stoller, the hero in trans fantasy fiction 
was a “frightened , pathetic, defenceless boy man”. 
The transvestite’s mother emasculated her son as a 
form of revenge and was responsible for her son’s 
transvestism. 

Stoller was not the first to examine trans 
fiction. No stone has been left unturned in science’s 
quest to understand the trans mind. The recurring 
themes have been documented and mulled over and 

not especially insightful conclusions have been 
drawn. 

As early as 1963, Hugo Beigel and Robert 
Feldman in their survey of trans fiction were 
puzzled by the fact that invariably the trans hero(ine) 
was an innocent, forced to put on feminine clothes 
against his will. This trans fantasy differed so much 
from actual experience, in which the trans person did 
it of his own free will, that they wondered whether 


l | Trans fantasy fiction has no doubt been around 
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transvestites had deliberately lied to their psychia- 
trists about their own early experiences. 

Fantasy is not reality however. A woman who 
has rape fantasies does not want to be raped. There 
are other possible explanations for the dominant 
woman in trans fiction besides Stoller’s vengeful 
mother. It seems to me that being forced into 
crossdressing absolves the hero of guilt and if the 
object of the story is indeed to incite lust, then why 
have guilt messing up the erotic experience? 

There is also undoubtedly some pleasure in 
passivity and its stereotypical association with the 
female role. 

Other recurring themes identified by Vern and 
Bonnie Bullough are the positive attitudes of wives 
and girlfriends, ready acceptance by family members 
(when mentioned), the beautiful clothes - procured 
with no regard to cost and described in loving detail, 
and the very pretty woman into which our hero is 
transformed. 

Annie Woodhouse has argued that this type of 
trans fantasy is a barrier to understanding women, 
because it encourages “candy floss and tinsel images 
of femininity.” This may be true to a degree, but it is 
still after all a fantasy. Woodhouse can’t possibly 
believe that when male to female trans people fanta- 
size, with an entire world available to them through 

their imaginations, they’re going to dream of being 
an underpaid and unappreciated woman working in 
some dreary clerical job. It’s just as easy to bea 
princess! 

Even female born girls have princess fantasies. 
Of course, these are usually ground out of them 
simply through the experience of being female. 
Nevertheless, it is still possible to have princess 
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fantasies and understand that there is more to being a 
woman than dressing in nice clothes and being 
admired for your beauty. It is not so much the fantasy 
that is at fault as it is the individual. Some trans 
people, usually (but certainly not exclusively) hetero- 
sexual transvestites, are incapable of understanding 
women and women’s oppression. Their thinking is 
the embodiment of a male privilege that they take for 
granted but cannot see. It is foolish, however, to 
suggest that all MTF trans people are lost under this 
delusion. 

Despite all this, it is still erotica. 

In his book Male Femaling, Richard Ekins 
analyzes telephone trans fantasy scripts. These are 
basically sex lines that tvs call to hear trans stories 
that slowly evolve to a - excuse the expression - 
rousing climax. Ekins notes the basic paradox of a 
trans story line that encourages the hearer to identify 
with becoming a woman while the erotic impulse is 
expressed through the male member. This paradox is 
often resolved by the fact that most of the heroines 
are she-males (that is, phallic women). According to 
the Bullough study, in only 16% of the stories they 
surveyed does the hero become a woman through 
surgery. In other stories, the “male femaler” appears 
not to have genitalia, “or his male genitalia become 
fantasied as female genitalia.” 

The Bulloughs have also noted the evolution of 
trans fantasy stories since the initial study by Beigel 
and Feldman. While the themes have remained 
remarkably similar, they have become less innocent, 
less “nice”. There is more homosexuality, more 
blurring of tv and ts and more pain inflicted upon the 
hero, usually by a dominant woman. 

This minor historical evolution in trans fantasy 
fiction is interesting in that it seems to reflect to some 
small degree the evolution of trans identities. We're 
all more aware of the malleability of gender and how 
former cast-in-stone categories no longer apply. For 
example, is homosexuality really homosexuality if 
you identify as a woman and are being made love to 
by a man? It doesn’t sound quite so shocking to the 
“heterosexual” trans person as perhaps it did in 
the past. And if indeed there are more transsexuals in 
trans fiction, there are also more self-identified 
transsexuals now in the real world than ever before. 

When I was younger, I was embarrassed to 
own trans fantasy fiction. I was afraid I might die and 
my whole frustrating transgendered life would be 
reduced to a pile of pornographic booklets. Robert 
Stoller would be vindicated. Now that my trans life is 
richer and less defensive, I see trans fantasy fiction in 
a different light. No one would ever mistake it for 
serious fiction, but it is, as Kate Bornstein says, “the 
erotica of my people”. And in the end it is no more 
harmful than other people's erotica. 


In the erotica of my people, we 
are always discovered 


Kate Bornstein 


... wondered about some of my customers 
who bought things “for their wives," and about 
others who bought things obviously not for their 
own womanly sizes. Then one night watching 
an amateur dramatic society performing a play 
in my district, | recognized an extravagant 
chiffon gown | had sold a few days previously 
to a woman who wanted something rather frilly 
and feminine for a person "who dressed rather 
conservatively.” 

| recall she also bought a good crinoline, 
a very fancy pair of nylon panties, a bra, a garter 
belt, some gloves and two pairs of charcoal 
nylons. The point is, the person wearing my 
dress in the play was a young man who was, 
for the purposes of the plot, concealing his 
identity, and very well too. Looking more intently 
at him, | was sure | recognized the gloves and 
stockings, and the glimpses of the crinoline | 
caught as he minced about made me sure tt 
was the one | had recently sold. In a brunette 
wig and stage make-up he looked very effec- 
tive and really seemed to be enjoying himseif. 

Through a friend, | met him backstage 
later, he still in his finery and in no hurry to 
remove it. After some complimentary words 
about his performance | said, half jokingly, “! 
hope | might see such an elegant lady as 
yourself in my store one day. | have some very 
smart clothes!” 

He laughed but said he might just like to 
do that. 

Encouraged, | added, "I have a new line 
of beautiful shps - I'm sure you wear nothing but 
the finest!" 

Someone then called him away, but 
before he swished away, he leaned over and 
whispered, "Why not keep one for me?" 


Excerpted from Astounaing Tansvestite Tales, 
Book #11 (Empathy Press, ca. 1976) 
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The 
Wonder 


of Ed Wood, Jr. 


It takes a special genius to create 
art that is so bad it's good 


By Teddy Michaels 


54, Ed Wood, Jr.'s stories are still generating _ 

revenue for his estate. The reputed worst film 
director of all time who had money problems most of 
his life, but particularly in his later years, has finally 
achieved the notoriety which he so richly deserves. 

Most people think of Ed Wood, Jr. as some- 
thing of a joke. His movie Plan 9 From Outer Space, 
with its cardboard sets and starring an inebriated 
Bela Lugosi, was so bad it was funny. And his per- 
sonal attempt to illuminate transvestism in the 
similarly awful Glen or Glenda has probably done 
much to associate transvestites and clowns in the 
minds of many people. 

But Tim Burton presented a more sympathetic 
picture in his film Ed Wood than most people ex- 
pected. What came through most in Burton’s picture 
was Ed Wood’s indomitable spirit. He was an out 
transvestite in the 1950s when being an out anything 
was not a very smart thing to be. Wood never seemed 
to worry about what was appropriate or right, both 
in his art and in his life. In his art, this meant he had 
absolutely no sense of what was good and what was 
bad, fatal flaws for the serious artist. No bother. Ed 


I Iwenty-three years after his death at the age of 
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plunged into life head first. He had such an enthusi- 
asm for everything he did that it must surely have 
blinded the people who were financing his films. In 
retrospect, considering the dreadful quality of his 
work, it is hard to understand how he could have 
been allowed to direct some six pictures between 
1953 and 1961. 

Despite being famous for his movies, however, 
Ed Wood, Jr. was primarily a writer. Not only did he 
write all the movies he directed, he also wrote 22 
novels. Several of them were attempts at Raymond 
Chandler type potboilers combined with trans 
fantasy fiction. The outcome was probably predict- 
able. Ed Wood, Jr. wasn’t a very good writer either. 

And yet what a fun time I had reading Killer in 
Drag and Death of a Transvestite. Ed Wood’s exuber- 
ance for living leaps out of every page. Ed was more 
thrilled with the process of creativity than he was 
with the result. Tim Burton portrayed this aspect of 
his character beautifully when he had Ed (played by 
Johnny Depp) dismissing people’s concerns that the 
set scenery for Plan 9 From Outer Space was obviously 
phony. No problem, no problem! Ed was having too 
much fun. No time to worry about sets! 
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This same lack of self editing, which is the 
whole secret to producing art of any value, is obvious 
in both these books. His word choice and the scenes 
he decides to write about made me laugh out loud. 
Consider this scene from Killer in Drag: 


The girl removed her bed jacket and tossed it to the 
bed then stepped into her panties as Glen left the room to 
enter the bathroom. Mona silently adjusted her brassiere 
then pulled a nylon slip over her head. The sexy satin 
cocktail dress came next. 

“Glen,” she called lightly. 

Glen did not answer because just at that moment he 
had flushed the toilet, drowning out her words. 


Well, that’s realism I guess, but it’s funny too, 
and I don’t think he meant it to be funny. That's Ed. 
Write whatever comes into your head and keep 
moving. 

Death of a Transvestite is the sequel to Killer in 
Drag. In the latter book, our heroine is a contract 
killer for the syndicate who is trying to flee her 
assassin’s life by hooking up with a sugar daddy. 
Unfortunately her ticket gets murdered while Glenda 
is in bed with him. Afraid that she may get charged 
for the crime, she takes off on a cross country road 
trip, fleeing both the cops and the mob and slipping 
in and out of male and female personas. 

Now Ed Wood was hardly an allegorical writer 
and I think we can safely assume that the character of 
Glen and Glenda was his alter ego. If the fact that he 
had already made an autobiographical movie with a 
character of the same name doesn’t suggest the point, 
the character’s fondness for angora sweaters, an Ed 
Wood favourite, would seem to seal it. What insight 
can we deduce from Glen/Glenda that would illumi- 
nate the character of Ed Wood? 

Well, Ed Wood had a revenge fantasy. Glenda 
didn’t like to kill anyone she didn’t know, so to 
motivate herself she would reveal her male sex to her 
victim by speaking in Glen’s voice. (She was, of 
course, so beautiful that the victim wouldn’t recog- 
nize her any other way.) When the victim started to 
belittle her, she had all the motivation she needed. 


I was hoping you'd say something like that. I hate to kill 
anyone I don’t know - especially if I don’t know whether or 
not I like them. I'd rather have someone throw a dirty 
remark at me - then I hate and when I hate - It makes my 
position so much easier. 


And she shoots him. 

Glenda’s solution to escaping the mob is to 
have a sex change. “The love of life Glen felt when he 
realized soon it would be possible to be the girl he 
had always dreamed of himself being.” Still, she 


never seems totally committed to this course of 
action. It’s an idea that pops into her head from time 
to time, but which is never pursued with enthusiasm. 
Instead, Glenda makes a series of strange decisions 
that lead her further and further into dead ends. 

As Glen, he finds himself in Colorado and lies to 
the police about being a carney in town with the 
visiting fair. To cover up this lie, he drives out and 
ends up buying the fair, a ramshackle outfit with two 
trans employees, Shirlee the drunken half-man, half- 
woman and the tatooed lady. 

Shirlee is one of Wood's more interesting 
characters. Virtually all the characters are as wooden 
as the table my computer is sitting on, but Shirlee has 
a past. A female impersonator who got canned for 
drinking too much and for being too old, she is 
sympathetic at the same time as she is obnoxious. She 
brags about her past successes on stage, but admits, 
“T like the carnival because I live as I want - all the 
time as I want.” After Glen leaves her trailer, he 
stands outside, takes deep breaths of air and realizes 
what he’d been smelling for the past hour: “Stale, 
whiskey filled air in the home of a very lonely per- 
son.” It is the only moment of pathos in either book 
because there is a truth to the character. It is our 
recognition as trans persons of Shirlee’s yearning and 
loneliness that makes her so affecting. 

But soon the story is off and running again. 
Glen's ramshackle Ferris wheel comes off its moor- 
ings and kills four people and because he has no 
insurance, he’s on the run again. People die rather 
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“The foremost thought in any honest 
transvestite’s mind is to die in female attire.” 


easily in both books, and there is not much sense of 
loss or morality about it. They’re just dead and it’s 
time to move the plot along again. 

Killer in Drag ends up with Glenda on the run 
again, having successfully eluded the local corrupt 
police force with the aid of her prostitute lover. 

Prostitutes are Ed Wood's preferred female 
characters, presumably because they are the most 
accepting of Glen’s trans identity. They always scoff 
contemptuously upon discovering his secret, but 
agree to go through with it because “What the hell! I 
get paid! I’m a whore Glenda.” Only afterwards are 
they won over and become cooing lovers. There is 
invariably a point when Glenda is faced with that 
most transvestite like of paradoxes. How can she bea 
beautiful woman and yet still satisfy her lover as only 
aman can? Glen gets quite upset when his manhood 
is questioned. “I won't be laughed at!” he storms, and 
yet he always prefers to do it with a little feminine 
accoutrement spicing things up. Glenda never 
disappears entirely. 

In Death of a Transvestite, the law has caught up 
to Glen and he is awaiting execution by electric chair. 
In exchange for telling his story, Glen makes a de- 
mand of the prison warden. “The foremost thought in 
any honest transvestite’s mind is to die in female 
attire.” 

Death of a Transvestite isn’t as much fun as Killer 
in Drag. Ed Wood tries to experiment stylistically by 
arranging it as an accumulation of police and eye 
witness reports and Glenda’s final taped story, but 
evidently this was too much for him because he 
relapses into writing it just as if he were doing a 
straight narration. The changing points of view get 
him confused, as he often switches from a first person 
narrator to a third person all in the same chapter. (I 
can see Ed waving away this criticism like he did the 
cardboard sets on Plan 9. “Details, details....”) 

It’s stil a fun book though. To catch Glenda, the 
mob enlists the aid of another transvestite to find her, 
presumably under the impression that she would 
know how Glenda thinks. In describing Pauline, the 
second murderous transvestite, Ed ruminates in his 
own inimitable style on the problem of trans sexual- 


ity: 
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For a goodly time, Paul had been the girl, and to have it 
with a man, Paul had to be the girl, or at least retain the 
illusion that he was a girl. He couldn't even fathom having 
any kind of sex in the nude - it was repulsive to him - 
except he felt his partner, the male counterpart should be 
naked. But he, Pauline, must hide the horrors of his own 
masculinity which resided between his legs. The horror of 
masculinity he'd rather do without, but the kind of 
masculinity Pauline appreciated in another. 


By attributing these feelings to Pauline as 
opposed to Glenda, Ed probably felt more free to 
express thoughts he no doubt had had about himself. 
Later in the book he has Glenda speculating about 
similar conundrums. 


There was still the fact | wanted the operation which 
would kill my manhood once and for all, which brought up 
a thing that troubled me greatly. How would it really be 
when I was a girl? [had a great love for sex with girls. But 
when the operation made me a girl, there would be no girls 
for me, unless I went to lesbian love, there would have to 
be men. Of course there had been a few in my past, but 
they just weren't my cup of tea. I knew that girl's clothing 
was the only real love in my life, thus I wanted the opera- 
tion which would make me as much a girl as possible... But 
what of my sex life then? What of a different kind of sex 
life [had ever known? ... Could it possibly bring me to the 
fact that I would forevermore be with men? 


Death of a Transvestite winds down with the 
inevitable showdown between Pauline and Glenda, 
and with the police closing in on both of them. In the 
end, Glen marches to the electric chair as Glenda. 
There would be no sex change, but her gender at 
death would, unlike at birth, be hers to decide.”She 
would now be a lady all the way...” 

As you can see by the passages I’ve quoted, in 
which I've retained the original punctuation, Ed 
Wood was a terrible writer. And yet his frequent 
malapropisms had me laughing out loud. There’s a 
kind of twisted genius in being able to put together 
just the wrong words to make something uninten- 
tionally hilarious. Here’s an example and one of my 
favourites. 


Triple Echo June - August 2001 


“Seven minutes to eternity.” Glenda didn’t even want to think about it, let alone 


say the words. But they had come out through slack lips. 


Let me see now. Webster says that slack means “Loose, lacking in firmness, 
characterized by slowness.” I was chuckling to myself for five minutes 
trying to imagine how anyone could talk through slack lips. 

But if at times his word choice is a little suspect, on other occasions it 
can be surprisingly and humourously appropriate. When the warden asks 
the now perfectly made up Glenda whether she'd like to see a priest before 
going to the chair, she brushes the suggestion off. “I’m wearing my reli- 


gion,” she says. 


I came away from my reading of Killer in Drag and Death of a Trans- 
vestite with a real appreciation for Ed Wood, Jr. ladmire his courage and 
his ‘just do it' attitude. Rest in peace Glenda. I hope that somewhere in the 


afterlife you are finally “a lady all the way.” 


Both Killer in Drag and Death of a Transvestite are published by Four Walls 
Eight Windows, New York. Web address www.fourwallseightwindows.com 


THE MALE WHO CARRIED A BABY 


Stephen T. Asma has written a book that 
celebrates the culture of natural history museums. 
Titled Stuffed Animals and Pickled Heads, it's a history 
of those early pioneers who collected specimens 
demonstrating the wonders of the natural world. 
Not surprisingly, there is a bizarre angle to much of 
this stuff that would not look out of place in one of 
Gary Larson's Far Side cartoons. 

While doing his research, Asma came across a 
reference to a specimen described as a “female 
monstrous fetus found in the abdomen of Thomas 
Lane, a lad between fifteen and sixteen years of age, 
at Sherborne, in Dorsetshire, June 9th, 1814." This 
fetus was at first presumed to be a tumour until an 
autopsy was performed on the young Mr. Lane. 
While the specimen was about to be placed into a jar, 
Nathaniel Highmore, the individual who had 
performed the autopsy, realized that his finger had 
“slipped around the curve of the arm, at the elbow 
joint." Suddenly aware that it was a fetus, Mr. 
Highmore was compelled to check again whether 
Mr. Lane was indeed male, which he was. 

The riddle of the fetus in Mr. Lanes abdomen 
was only resolved many years after Mr. Highmore's 
death. In fact, the female monster-fetus inside 
Thomas Lane's gut was his sister. 

Thomas and his sister started out as twins 
born of a single fertilized egg (monozygotic). Ordi- 
narily, such a rare occurence results in Siamese 
twins. While Siamese twins are rare, it is rarer still 
that one of the twins becomes stunted in utero and 
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BY ED WOOD, JR. 


becomes a much smaller "parasite" on the larger, 
more developed fetus. 

Asma cites another extraordinary example in 
history. A Genoan man born in 1617 displayed 
himself throughout Europe. "From his torso hung a 
shrunken upside-down twin with ill-formed arms 
but a well formed head. The parasitic twin showed 
some rudimentary signs of autonomy - breathing 
and a salivating mouth. But according to reports, the 
parasite never opened its eyes, nor did it eat any- 
thing." 

Okay, by now you're saying, "Wild story, but 
why the heck is it in Triple Echo?" 

Well, the peculiar part of Thomas Lane's story 
is that he and his internal twin were different 
genders. This is unheard of with monozygotic twins. 
Here is Asma's explanation: "Sexual differentiation 
is not simply a matter of chromosonal makeup; a 
fetus can be genetically male(XY), but if the devel- 
oping endocrine system does not produce enough 
male hormones, that masculine genitalia can fail to 
develop. The early embryo of humans is sexually 
neutral and is capable of going either way depend- 
ing on the chemical triggers that it receives later in 
gestation. Notice here that the ambiguity of gender 
itself is a fundamental stumbling block for the 
classifying mind, which seeks to put things in 
either/or categories.” 


Stuffed Animals and Pickled Heads is published by 
Oxford University Press. 
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The Amazing 
Joe Carstairs 


The adventurous life of Joe Carstairs also highlights the difficulties 
female to male trans people have in recapturing their history 


By Teddy Michaels 


! buying an island somewhere and living 
the way I wanted. I dreamed I would 
institute a utopian society with a more just standard 
of values than the one I had to endure. It seemed, to 
my immature mind, the only solution to the problem 
of my being trans. 

My fantasy was not original. In fact, someone 
was still living her own version of my dream even as 
I was dreaming it. That person was ‘Joe’ Carstairs, 
who in 1934 bought Whale Cay in what was then the 
British West Indies (now the Bahamas). 

Joe was born Marion Barbara Carstairs in 
London in 1900. Although she was born wealthy - her 
family having made their money with John D. 
Rockefeller in a number of shrewd and ruthless 
business partnerships - she was not born into an 
especially stable family. Her mother had many 
affairs, had only a superficial interest in her children 
and died from her drug habit when Joe was 21. Her 
supposed father disappeared shortly after she was 
born. While these things undoubtedly had a huge 
impact on the child, Marion was also aware of her 
innate difference at an early age. “I was never a little 
girl,” Joe used to say. “I came out of the womb 

queer.” 


1 A Then I was little, [hada fantasy about 
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Joe’s story is interesting in many ways, but 
from a historical female to male trans perspective it is 
especially so. I use the female pronoun when refer- 
ring to Joe because that is how she referred to herself, 
but it’s clear from Kate Summerscale’s book The 
Queen of Whale Cay that Joe had what we would call 
gender issues. Her story suggests that a trans identity 
is subjective, that how she self-identified had much 
to do with the circumstances of the time. Joe Carstairs 
was a woman because she was stuck being a woman. 
And yet, in everything she did she yearned to bea 
man. 

When Joe was eleven. she was taken to South- 
ampton and put on an ocean liner bound for New 
York. It was the beginning of a life long love affair 
with the sea. She was sent to a girls school in Con- 
necticut where she used her pocket money to buy 
boys shoes and pyjamas. Years later when she re- 
turned for a visit, she told the caretaker that she had 
been a student there once. He replied that she must 
be mistaken, that it had been an all girls school. Joe 
was delighted, as she always was when people took - 
her for a man. 

In 1917 Joe went to Paris and joined in the war 
effort by driving ambulances. It was a time when the 
work women were required to perform went far 
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beyond conventional gender norms. That they 
managed it so well gave them confidence when the 
war ended. While the men came back wounded and 
exhausted, the women came back with great ambi- 
tions. Joe and several other women started a 
chauffering business, driving clients throughout 
Europe in a fleet of Daimlers and, when the business 
flourished, Rolls Royces. 

Joe’s love of machines and movement led 
eventually to her career as a speed boat racer. When 
her mother’s estate was settled in 1924, Joe became 
richer than ever and the money allowed her to build 
the first of a series of speed boats that would win her 
many trophies during the 1920s. It was a sign of the 
times that remarkably little was made of the fact that 
a woman was racing boats, although Joe was the only 
one. But the 1920s were a remarkable decade. A great 
many creative women like Gertrude Stein, Djuna 

“Barnes, Tallulah Bankhead and Radclyffe Hall - most 
of them lesbians - played an important role in influ- 
encing the culture of the time. Joe's racing career was 
just another area in which women were excelling. 

Women’s clothing during the 1920s had be- 
come increasingly androgynous and the short bob cut 
was popular. Joe took to wearing suits and jackets 
and had her hair cropped close. The times allowed 
her to live openly and her racing career to flourish 

By the 1930s, however, the times were chang- 
ing. The press became increasingly snide in reporting 
on Joe’s races, taking to calling her ‘Betty’, which she 
loathed. She was perceived as comic, a would be 
man, and she became increasingly defensive. 

Just as she seemed on the brink of being 
rejected by society, she in effect preempted her own 
rejection by buying Whale Cay. “I want to be left 
alone,” she said. Joe always cast her decisions in a 
way that made it seem like the decision was all hers 
and that she couldn’t care less what others thought, 
but her defensiveness was a recurring pattern in her 
life and suggested a hard armour hiding a deeper 
hurt. 

In the mid thirties, the British West Indies were 
suffering a serious depression. Joe bought Whale Cay 
(pronounced ‘key’), an island nine miles long by four 
miles wide, for $40,000. She oversaw a massive 
building project to tame the island, starting witha 
road from one end of the island to the other. The 
work attracted people from neighbouring islands. 
She built a store, rebuilt the island lighthouse, put up 
a power plant, a radio station and a schoolhouse, 
cleared land for vegetables and palm trees and began 
work on her Great House. Eventually three hundred 
men were working on the house alone. Later on she 
bought more nearby islands and established 
plantations. She dredged the beaches at the north end 
and made a harbour for her boats. Joe surrounded all 
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the buildings on Whale Cay with walls. Summerscale 
suggests, not without reason, that in “building her 
miniature kingdom she not only banished the outside 
world but demanded its respect.” 

Many of the women who visited Whale Cay 
Joe met on her annual trips to New York or Europe, 
or on her excursions to Miami. Joe kept photos of all 
her girlfriends, some 120 in all, but she claimed that, 
apart from sex, there were only one or two that she 
liked. This kind of male bravado was also typical of 
Joe. When her girlfriends left her she would claim 
that she got tired of them, but the truth is many left 
on their own. Nevertheless, Joe was very loyal, and 
provided many of her former girlfriends and male 
friends who had once worked for her with lifelong 
pensions. 

Once the Great House was built, Joe welcomed 
a steady stream of visitors that included many 
celebrities. Although she didn’t drink herself and 
never took drugs, her parties were legendary. 

Whale Cay itself, however, was a functioning 
enterprise that made a profit for the first time in 1941. 


Joe wearing a moustache. (Fourth Estate Ltd.) 
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“I ran a country,” Joe said. She modelled herself after 
an English colonial ruler. While she identified with 
the blacks as brothers up against the forces of con- 
vention and gave them fair wages at a time when 
jobs in Nassau were still segregated, they were also 
her subjects and she often regarded them with the 
condescension typical of a colonial ruler. According 
to Summerscale, on Whale Cay Joe “was able to live 
out her fantasies, externalise all that was inside her, 
so that she remained untroubled by emotion or 
memory.” 

It was certainly an exotic solution to the deep 
alienation she must have felt. One of her more 
perceptive girlfriends remarked that there was a 
sadness about Joe, that there was something missing. 
“She could charm the birds off the trees,” she said, 
“But it wasn’t the birds she was after.” 

Joe’s true lifelong companion was “a stuffed 
leather manikin just over a foot high”. This doll, 
which she named Lord Todd Wadley, was given to 
her by Ruth Baldwin, the girlfriend Joe loved above 
all others, in 1925 while they were touring the Swiss 
alps. It is difficult to fathom the deep attachment Joe 
had for this doll, which she had cremated with her 
when she died in 1993. He was at once her talisman 
and her male alter ego. On Whale Cay, parts of the 
black population that knew obeah, a form of voodoo, 
suspected he was the source of her power. She took 
him everywhere. On one occasion when she came 
home to find her house in Miami burgled, she was in 
a panic thinking the thieves may have stolen Wadley. 
They hadn't, of course; they were after items that 
were genuinely valuable. But Joe invested so much 
emotion in Wadley that she valued him far above any 
of the expensive things in the house. A friend once 
observed that she never needed anyone, and Joe 
replied, “Only Wadley.” When she asked what Joe 
would do if she lost Wadley, she replied, “No, I don’t 
want to consider it.” 

Summerscale struggles to capture what this 
foot long doll meant to Joe Carstairs, and truly it’s 
beyond comprehending. If Wadley saw her through 
her pain, and what else can explain Joe’s deep emo- 
tional attachment to it, then it’s nothing to be scoffed 
at. One can’t help thinking, however, that it was 
regrettable that Joe could not attain the same emo- 
tional attachment for a human being. Wadley may 
have been Joe’s saviour, but in some ways he was 
also a symptom of her sadness. 

The Queen of Whale Cay is a good account of an 
interesting life, but I often felt that it was limited by 
the author’s apparent unawareness of transgender 
issues. Nowhere in the book did I read that Joe ever 
called herself “queen”. In fact, everything I read 

indicated that she would never do such a thing. This 
is not an attempt to rewrite Joe’s life froma 
transgender perspective, only to respect the woman 


who through her entire life went to great lengths to 
be manly. Joe loved it when people thought she was a 
man. Calling her the “queen” of Whale Cay seems 
completely inappropriate. 

(Strangely, while I was writing this article, I 
kept unconsciously writing ‘he’ and ‘his’ in reference 
to Joe. Personally, I just didn't see him as a woman at 
all, a circumstance which I'm sure would have 
delighted Joe.) 

The amazing life of Joe Carstairs highlights the 
difficulties female to male trans people have in 
recapturing their history. The historical oppression of 
women allows modern women the right to claim for 
themselves historical figures who opposed the social 
constrictions imposed upon them, even if those 
figures proudly proclaim their manliness. Once 
again, the genitals decide it. 

I don’t wish to use the life of Joe Carstairs to 
further the trans cause. And yet, I often wondered as 
I was reading The Queen of Whale Cay whether Joe 
would not have been happier as a man. What if the 
world she grew up in was not so adamant that your 
genitals alone decided who you were? What if Joe 
grew up with the same options that trans people 
have today? What kind of life would Joe have had 
then? 

Joe Carstairs died in 1993, several weeks short 
of her 94th birthday. I can't help feeling that an 
important story in trans history died with her. 


et 


Joe Carstairs and Lord Todd Wadley. (Fourth Estate Ltd.) 


20 


Triple Echo June - August 2001 


2000 Lamppa LITERARY AWARDS: 
"TRANSGENDER CATEGORY 


"T 'he Lambda Literary Foundation is a non-profit 

A organization supporting gay and lesbian 
literature. In addition to publishing the Lambda 
Book Report, a monthly book review journal, the 
Foundation also sponsors the annual Lambda 
Literary Awards, or Lammies. There is only one 
transgender award up for grab, and the following 
were the nominees for books published in the year 
2000. 


ARE You A Boy or ARE YOU A GIRL? 


By Karleen Pendleton Jimenez. Green Dragon 
Press. 


Despite the provocative title, this was a fairly tame 
entry that focussed primarily on gender roles. “It is 
the story of a child thinking through who she is, a 
child learning through her mother's love how to be 
both strong and soft.” Worthwhile, but 
transgender? IJ don't think so. 


OUT OF THE ORDINARY: ESSAYS ON GROW- 
ING Ur wiTH Gay, LESBIAN, AND 


TRANSGENDER PARENTS 
Edited by Noelle Howey & Ellen Samuels. St. 
Martins Press. 


As the subtitle suggests, this is an anthology of 
essays by the grown children of gay, lesbian and 
transgender parents. I haven't read it, but it sounds 
like an important and valuable book. Why it's in 
the transgender category when it's also about gays 
and lesbians, I do not know. Perhaps it's because 
one of the editors, Noelle Howey, has a transgender 
father. 


As Narure Mave Hm 
By John Colapinto. Harper Collins. 


The now famous story of a boy who was turned 
into a girl after a botched circumcision and the 
misery he went through trying to live in his newly 
assigned gender. This book aroused a lot of sympa- 
thy for the victim, but everyone chose to ignore the 
fact that transsexuals are in exactly the same 
situation. It's worth noting that the May 12, 2001 
issue of New Scientist (see In Brief, page 7) reported 
that a similar injury occurred to another Canadian 
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baby several years later. Surgically reconstructed as 
a girl at seven months, she grew up comfortable in 
her new sex and is still happily female. I don't 
want to diminish the anguish David, the subject of 
As Nature Made Him, suffered. It was real and what 
happened to him was unjust. But the book presents 
a gender dysphoria that is palatable to the masses 
because it reinforces the notion that genitals define 
gender. 


TRANS-SISTER RADIO 
By Chris Bohjalian. Harmony Books. 


A good novel about a woman's love for a college 
professor who is about to transition. Story is told 
from different points of view and presents different 
social attitudes towards trans people. Ultimately a 
romance, sensitively told. 


AND THE WINNER... 


THe DaNisH GIRL 
By David Ebershoff. Viking. 


The Danish Girl was reviewed in Volume 2 Number 
3 of Triple Echo: 


David Ebershoff has written another fine book, the 
fictionalized account of the true story of Danish painter 
Einar Wegener's conversion in 1930 from man to 
woman, and more importantly perhaps, Einar’s rela- 
tionship with his wife Gerda (Greta in the novel). 


The Danish Girl is a wonderful novel and a worthy 
winner. 


Painting by 
Gerda Wegener in 
which Lili Elbe, 
“the Danish Girl", 
served as model 
(E.P. Dunn & Co. 
1933.) 
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TARA TAYLOR - 


TRANSWOMAN 


Episode Three: Contact 


Triple Echo's cartoon 
heroine now continues 
her life in serial fiction. 
The story so far: Tara 
Taylor, discovered by the 
Anti Trans Squad, has 
had transgender correc- 
tive surgery and has been 
relocated to Babbitville, 
where she is trying to live 
as aman. Story by Teddy 
Michaels. 


N/es?” The voice on the end of 
the line was curt, suspicious. 

“Kate? It’s Tara.” 

“Tara. Word on the street 
says you’ve gone over to the other 
side.” 

Tara twiddled the tel- 
ephone cord in her fingers. Did 
her former trans acquaintances no 
longer trust her? 

“Kate, Ineed your help,” 
she plowed on. “I don’t know 
what you’ve heard, but I’m 
stuck here in Babbitville, and I’m 
living as a man.” 

“Yes, we heard about the 
operation. Congratulations.” Her 
tone dripped sarcasm. 

“Do you think I did it 
intentionally?” Tara sputtered. 

She suddenly regretted the 
distance she had kept from the 
trans underground. Hers had 
been a charmed trans life: sup- 
portive and discreet friends, 
occasional social events. It was all 
fun and good times. The trans 
underground was subversive and 
dangerous. She had no reason to 
jeopardize the good life she had 
been leading by supporting their 
radical agenda. Now she needed 
their help. 

Kate paused before answer- 
ing. “We weren’t sure. The ATS 
has been actively promoting trans 
removal surgery. There’s an 
amnesty for all who volunteer. It’s 
a good deal, don’t you think? 
Freedom from being hunted 
down and in exchange all you 

have to do is agree to a little 
cranial rewiring.” 


“Trust me, it’s not all it’s 
cracked up to be. I’m still trans, 
Kate,” She paused. ” I’m just not 
the way I was.” 

There was something in 
Tara’s voice, sorrow mixed with 
regret maybe, that caused Kate to 
relent. “What can I do for you?” 

“Td like to meet some 
trannies here in Babbitville and I 
thought with your connections 
you might be able to help me.” 

“The trannies I know don’t 
run in your social set, Tara.” 
Again the suspicion. 

“Kate, I’m trying to live as 
a man, but I’m hating every 
minute of it. I know I’m still trans, 
but... I guess I’m not always 
happy about it. I’m stuck in my 
apartment with one black dress 
and I’m terrified of being discov- 
ered. I need to get my life back, 
but I don’t know how. And I’m 
afraid they may be watching me.” 

“No doubt. I suspect they 
need to ensure their little surgical 
procedure is a complete success.” 

“Can you help me out?” 

“You're putting me ina 
tight spot Tara. Where do you 
live, your street address?” 

“363 Waverley Avenue, 
Apartment six. It’s on the second 
floor.” 

“T’ll see what I can do. 
Don’t call again. We’ll be in 
touch.” Click. The line went dead. 

Tara gently placed the 
receiver back in the cradle, ex- 
haled, and leaned back against the 
glass. The street was black but for 
the phone booth light overhead. 
She had hoped phoning Kate 
would pull her out of her depres- 
sion, but the call hadn't gone 
especially well. Kate certainly 
didn't seem eager to help. Pulling 
open the doors of the phone 
booth, she looked up and down 
the desolate street. A cold wind 
had picked up and was blowing 
loose rubbish down the gutters 
and across the sidewalk. Head- 
lights came around a distant 
corner to her left and started 
towards her. She pulled her jacket 
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tight against the wind and began 
walking in the opposite direction, 
her heart thumping in her chest. 
The car approached slowly; the 
sound of its engine seemed to be 
behind her forever. Tara resisted a 
mad impulse to start running and 
kept her eyes forward until the 
car - big, black and threatening - 
slowly rolled past her. 

She hurried home. There 
was no escape really. If they had 
been monitoring her conversation, 
she was done for. Still, she felt 
relieved that she had taken the 
first step. Perhaps things would 
work out. 

She thought she would put 
on her dress to celebrate, and yet 
when she pulled it from the back 
of the closet, she could not put it 
on. It had been her favourite once, 
so simple and elegant, it made her 
feel alive, but now it looked tired 
from being folded in her suitcase 
and crushed in her closet. When 
she wore it now, she could only 
think of how far she had fallen. 
What had once made her joyful, 
now made her feel defeated. 

“I don’t need it,” she said to 
herself, and put it back in the 
closet. 

For days afterwards she 
waited anxiously to hear some 
word from Kate, but the days 
turned to weeks and the weeks 
became a month. She raged over 
their callousness, even as her 
hopes leaped whenever her phone 
would ring. 

“Who needs them?” she 
muttered. 

She occupied herself with 
decorating her flat. Its drab, 
oppressive walls and spartan 
furnishings had contributed to her 
dismal mood. The apartment 
itself was not hopeless, however. 
The windows were large, al- 
though somewhat grimy, and 
there was plenty of handsome 
woodwork. She washed the 
windows, painted the walls a 
vibrant yellow and bought new 
curtains. That was better. The 
tacky carpet was next to go, 
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revealing well preserved hard- 
wood floors underneath. She 
bought a solid wood cabinet on 
which she placed her curios and 
flowers and a fine antique dress- 
ing table for her bedroom. When 
she was finished, she had to 
chuckle. It looked comfortable 
and feminine. 

“Still some life in the old 
girl yet.” 

Then she took up boxing. 
She had no desire to flatten her 
little nose, but she needed to work 
off her rage by punching some- 
thing. Besides, boxing was a good 
male occupation that would 
surely be looked upon with 
approval by the Anti Trans Squad, 
if indeed they were monitoring 
her progression. 

When she first came into 
the gym, a sprawling room that 
occupied the entire second floor 
of a row of stores on Front Street, 
the owner looked at her dubi- 
ously. He was a short, squat man 
with a grisly beard and a faded 
blue denim cap perched on his 
head with “Banner Boxing Club” 
in yellow letters across the front. 

“We don’t get many girly 
men coming in here.” Tara was 
momentarily taken aback. Girly 
men? Was it showing? “But if 
you're willing to work, I guess 
your money is as good as the next 


tow 


guy s. 
Joe Banner wasn’t nearly so 


bad as this first comment to her 
suggested. He had a warm heart 
for all his boxers, girly men or not, 
and he appreciated anyone with 
dedication. Tara had plenty of 
that. After a suffocating day of 
work, she trained with a ferocity 
that surprised both herself and 
Joe, who could not help casting 
looks of approval her way. 

Still, there was something 
missing. Tara knew she had 
decisions to make about herself 
and about where her life was 
going. If only they would call, she 
found herself thinking in spite of 
herself. 

One evening, there was a 


knock on her door, an authorita- 
tive rap-rap-rap that made her 
jump. She had never had visitors. 
When she opened the door, a 
short man with a neatly trimmed 
moustache and wearing a crisp 
grey suit with black pin stripes 
was standing in front of her. He 
was carrying a briefcase. 

“Tom Taylor?” He asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Would you come with me 
please?” 

“What's this about?” 

“We need to have a word 
with you. Will you come?” 

“Ah, sure. Let me just get 
my jacket.” 

Tara followed the man 
down the hall and out to his 
waiting car, a big dark blue sedan. 
He opened the door for her and 
she slid into the front seat. 

The man started up the car 
and put it into gear. When they 
were well down the street, he 
said, “Kate sent me.” 

Was it a trap? Why would 
Kate be sending a man to pick her 
up? She wanted to ask, but 
everything she could say would 
be incriminating. 

“We've been watching you 
for awhile. The boxing thing was 
good. They’ve eased up on their 
surveillance.” 

Tara looked at him warily, 
still not sure whether she should 
trust him. Then he let out a laugh. 

“Have you never heard of 
transmen, Tara? Kate told me you 
were a little naive.” He laughed 
again. 

Suddenly, Tara felt stupid. 
Of course, she’d heard of 
transmen, but people had always 
said they didn’t exist. 

“You're very handsome,” 
she said, recovering. 

The driver laughed again. 
“My name is William,” he said, as 
he wheeled the sedan down an 
alley behind Wellington Street. 

“T think you and me will be 
getting along just fine.” 


Collage by Rachel Steen 


